232                        BACK    TO    THE    BEARDMORE:
they marched for two hours, when a yo-mile blizzard stopped them
again. Their feet were becoming frostbitten and they had to mend
their fur boots with old food bags. Soon after noon next day
Mackintosh's tent was reached; he was found to be staggering,
but he thanked Joyce profusely for his journey. Spencer-Smith
was very weak and had not moved for sk days. Both had to be
carried on the sledges, drawn by four men, all of whom had scurvy,
one of them severely, and by the four dogs, still in good condition.
They travelled 3 miles that day and Joyce thought they had a
bare chance of reaching Hut Point, 80 miles away, though their
sleeping-bags were wet through, as well as worn out, and their
clothes in tatters.
Hayward was now unable to pull and was tied to the front
sledge, the other two invalids being lashed on the top of the loads.
On March ist Scott's grave was seen and passed a short distance
away to the east. Mackintosh fell off his sledge, unnoticed for
some time, and the dogs at first refused to travel southwards to
fetch him. The Bluff Depot was reached that night, and next day
12 miles were accomplished; but on March 3rd the blizzard was
too violent for travelling, though it was agony to remain in the
sodden sleeping-bags. On the 4th Hayward was so much worse
that a march had to be attempted, for die only hope of curing his
scurvy was the fresh seal meat at Hut Point. Travelling, how-
ever, necessitated carrying him also most of the time, though he
struggled along on foot as far as he could. Mackintosh was de-
pressed in spirit and again fell off the sledge. Spencer-Smith was
always cheerful, in spite of the fact that everything had now to be
done for him.
A crisis was reached on March jth, when only 3^ miles were
accomplished and some reorganization became essential. Hut
Point was then between 30 and 40 miles away and Joyce was afraid
that either Wild, Richards or himself would break down, for they
all had scurvy, and if so the whole party would perish. Mackin-
tosh then volunteered to remain behind until rescued and was left
alone in a tent with three weeks' food. The others went on with
Spencer-Smith and Hayward on the sledge. The Padre groaned
with pain during the night of March 8th and told Richards that his
heart was behaving strangely. He had been ill for fifty-seven days,
on forty of which he had been carried on a sledge, and that night
he died. Hayward collapsed with the shock and was taken out
of the tent for the burial. As soon as he had recovered they got